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Just Another Groupie 


~Disclaimer~ This is a wrok of fiction... thus its not true. Please RẸRI 

Duff glared at Slash evilly as he bullied his way into Duff's room. 

"| know | left it in here last week" What Slash had failed to mention was what he was doing in Duff's room 
about a week ago. Rooting through the trash that littered Duff's floor, Slash found what he was looking for. 
With a triumphant grin he picked his top hat up off the floor and brushed it off with the sleeve of his jacket: 
Duff cursed him silently for finding it so quickly, he had, had such a nice view from where he was standing. 
"Well, | gotta go." Slash said nonchalantly, "| got a pretty little lamb waiting for me back in my room." 

"See ya." Duff said closing the door behind Slash. He cursed silently, his chest constricting with the thought of 
Slash fucking another girl. Fuck it. He rummaged around in the layer of bottles and food wrappers that covered 


his floor. To his dismay, all the bottles were empty and being in such a foul temper, he was in no mood to go 


out and get more. 


He flicked on the TV and searched aimlessly until someone knocked on his door. Duff got up scowling. He opened 
the door ready to scare off any groupies that might've thought it was a good idea to interrupt his brooding. 
He stopped mid-word as he saw it was not a groupie but Izzy and Steven 


"You coming tonight?" Steven asked, grinning stupidly. 

"To what?" Duff said grabbing a cigarette. 

"The party.” 

"There's a party every night." 

"Yeah, but this one you're coming too." Steven said challengingly. 

"Give me one good reason to go." Duff said tiredly. 

"Well, I'll give you three. Weed, heroine and other illicit substances." Steven said with that stupid grin still 
plastered on his face. Duff brightened unconsciously and he hurriedly pulled on his shoes. Watching Slash hit on 
chicks would be worth it if he could drown his sorrows. 

Izzy grinned at Steven. They knew that no matter bad Duff was feeling the promise of alcohol and heroine 
could always brighten his mood. Duff pulled on a white suit jacket and looked at himself in the mirror. "I look 
like shit" 

"Dude, you know the girls won't care." Izzy said in that slow drawl of his. 

Well it wasn't the girl Duff was trying to impress now was it? He sighed and followed his friends down the 
hallway to Axl's room where loud music had already begun to permeate the walls. Duff opened the door and 
walked in quickly finding the table that supplied the booze. 

He reached for a bottle but stopped short as Axl appeared at his elbow. "Whatll you be having?" Axl asked in 
a very bartender-ish way. Without even waiting for an answer, Axl poured Duff his poison of choice. A 
whiskey sour. 

‘Axl must be in a good mood, Duff thought watching him mix drinks with a small smile on his face. When Axl 
smiled at a pretty young blonde across the room he thought ‘Oh... that's why: Axl handed Duff his drink, 
patted him on the back and made a small hand gesture. At this signal Steven and Izzy hurried over and looked 
at Duff gravely. 

"When was the last time you banged a groupie?" Steven asked seriously. 


"Uh... don't really remember. Why?" Duff looked puzzled. 


"Well," Steven looked at his feet; "you haven't been acting like yourself" 


This of course, was true. Ever since that night he had spent with Slash, Duff hadn't looked twice at any girl he 
had met. 


"I just don't dig the whole "groupie" look" Duff said somewhat truthfully. Axl looked unconvinced and Duff 
continued, "| mean look at ‘em. Fake tits, fake tan and a fake personality. l'm just not into that type of chick 


anymore." 


Axl, Steven and Izzy brightened simultaneously. "We were hoping you'd say something to that extent” Axl 
grinned devilishly. "Take a peek at her." He inclined his head across the room to a tall blonde. At first, she 


seemed to look like the rest of the women around the room until he examined her more closely. 


She was about 5'8 and very curvy. Curly blonde locks fell past her shoulders in spiraling tendrils. As he 
watched she took a drag off of the cigarette clamped between her fingers, and drank some amber liquid 


contained in the glass in her other hand. 


Her leather skirt was scandalously short but compared to what other girls in the room were wearing it 
could've passed as a nuns habit. The skirt hung low on her hips (which was odd), along with a large belt made 
out of what appeared to be bullets. She adjusted, shifting her weight onto one boot-clad foot and she ashed 
into someone's abandoned cup. As she looked down, long dark lashes swept her pale cheeks and her sharp gray- 


green eyes scanned the room vaguely. She, luckily, did not see the four men staring at her. 


"See. Nothing fake about her. And don't worry, those tits," Axl eyed the large pale mounds nearly spilling out of 
the top of shirt almost hungrily, "Are perfectly real.” 


Duff couldn't argue. Although blonde, her hair seemed to be that color naturally. It wasn't fried or brittle from 
bleach and hairspray, its wasn't teased up into a huge mess like some other girls and it hadn't been 


straightened. In fact it was almost as curly as Slash's hair, albeit longer and more tamed. 


‘NO! Stop thinking about him! He's obviously not thinking about you: Duff spared a glance in Slash's direction. 


The bastard was currently curling his fingers around a lock of some bimbo's hair. ‘Fuck: 
His attention was brought back to the matters at hand by a sharp tug on his arm. He found himself being led 
over to the leggy blonde by his fellow band-mates. Introductions were made and he found the girl's name to be 


Clarisse. She preferred being called Risse. 


She offered Duff one long-fingered hand and shook his. He made a mental note that she had a very firm grip. 


She smiled at him warmly, her full pink lips curling back to reveal some large and very white teeth. 
"So how are you this fine evening?" She asked him. Her voice was deep and throaty, almost hoarse. 


"lm doing good. Kinda tired." He said running his fingers through his hair. 


| can understand that. What with touring and all. Must be a bitch, moving from city to city." 


"Yeah. It's kinda hard on the nerves. But, | love it. It's all I've ever really known." Duff smiled, he was really 
starting to warm up to Risse. "So what are you doing here?" Duff waved his arm vaguely around at the hotel 
room. "You seem a little too intelligent to be participating in this type of thing.” 


Risse chuckled. "I guess | can't really disagree with you there. Well, | moved to LA from Chicago and met Katie 
at UCLA and she got me into the whole "metal" scene." She nodded at the blonde sitting with Axl. 


“That's cool. But it still doesn't explain why you're here.” Duff said. 


"Well Katie and | got invited here by a roadie who came to the Red Room and saw us. Well, needless to say 
Katie was scared to come by herself so here | am. Not my ideal way to spend an evening but hey, I've met 


some famous people and not all the guys are jackasses." Risse said matter-of-factly but with a small smile. 


"You're a stripper?" 
"No. | am a burlesque dancer. We don't get naked" She said this with enough fake haughty-ness to make Duff 
laugh. He definitely liked this chick. 


They refreshed their drinks and sat down on one of the many couches scattered throughout the room. As it 
turned out Risse was UCLA with a major in psychology. They got steadily closer, all the while Duff kept 
glancing over at Slash. He had been getting progressively more touchy-feely with that tramp. Duff grumbled 
to himself and turned back to the conversation at hand. 


They had been discussing music when a very drunk and high Axl decided to drop in. "So are you two going to 
fuck or what?" Axl snickered as Risse grinned sheepishly, a dimple appearing on either side of her toothy smile. 


"No," Slash's deep voice cut in. "Duff doesn't have the balls." 


Duff glared up at his on-again off-again lover and scowled. Fuck you, he thought vehemently. ‘You think | don't 
have the balls? I'll fucking show you! Duff forced himself to laugh as though it was a joke. He stood and 
offered Risse his hand. 


"Would you like to go somewhere more quiet and talk some more? I'm getting a headache." He smiled what he 


hoped to be an ingratiating smile. 


"Talk?" Risse quirked and eyebrow at him and through that one motion he knew that she knew that Duff didn't 
want to talk. All the same, she nodded, took his hand and followed him to his room. 


They got to his room without too much stumbling and he stuck his key into the lock. The door opened and the 
smell of stale liquor and cigarette smoke greeted them. Duff wrinkled his nose finally realizing just how long he 


had been sitting in there by himself. Risse followed him inside and smiled at the bottles littering the floor. 


"Have a rough week?" She said kicking some bottles away with a foot. 
"You could say that" Duff unbuttoned his jacket and threw it on the floor callously. 


Risse settled herself into a swivel chair that matched the desk that was currently covered in room service 


trays. "Care to tell me about it?" 


Duff took a swig of scotch out of one of the small bottles he had taken from Axl's room and said, "Not really. 


Its just.. stupid" She quirked that infamous eyebrow at him but said nothing. Duff mind was working furiously. 
‘| have to fuck her. | have to! But... 


Duff hadn't been with a woman since he had been with Slash and he didn't know whether or not he wanted to 
be. But he had to. He drained the rest of the bottle and gathering his courage, Duff strode over to Risse, 
leaned over her and kissed her full on the mouth. He would fuck her, and he would make sure Slash heard him 


doing so. 


Risse's full lips met his eagerly. She stood and her body pressed teasingly up against his. Duff slipped his arms 
around her waist and pulled her tightly to him. He rubbed up and down her back as her arms found their 


homes over his shoulders. 


They made their way, stumbling, over the bed and they fell heavily onto it. Their kisses intensified and there 


caresses became more and more intimate. 

Risse tasted of whiskey and some smoky spice that he couldn't put his finger on. It was an intoxicating blend 
but it couldn't compare with how Slash tasted. Duff groaned at the thought of Slash. He quickly pushed the 
thought out of his mind and concentrated on the task at hand. That namely being getting the girl out of her 
skirt. 

Duff's hands found the button of her skirt and undid it without any protest from her. He took this as a sign 
to continue and slipped the skirt down her thighs and dropped it off the side of the bed He then took off her 
shirt, leaving her in nothing but a small silky red thong and matching red bra. As he looked down at her lean 
form, she covered her stomach nervously with her hands. She laughed, shrugged her shoulders and laughed 
nervously saying, "Insecurities, you know..." 

Duff was incredulous, "Babe.. you can't be serious... 

" Fraid so... 

"Your gorgeous, plain and simple." Risse opened her mouth to speak but Duff cut her off. "No arguments." 


She smiled warmly and said, "Your too fucking sweet to be a rockstar." 


He grinned and kissed her, moving her hands away from her stomach in the same movement. As he pulled 


away from her Risse captured his lower lip in between her teeth and nipped (not so gently) at it. 


‘God. Slash does the same thing." And with that thought, Duff was gone. Any hesitance he might have shown 
disappeared. He dove down, capturing her neck and biting down, hard. Risse squirmed and moaned underneath 


him pressing her body up against his. 


Duff ran his hands down her arms and clamped down on her wrists with a vice-like grip. In one quick 
movement he brought her arms above her head effectively pinning her there. She began bucking and grinding 
up against him, the silk of her underwear creating a delicious friction against his jean-clad crotch. He growled 
into the base of her neck and licked a path up to her ear. He latched onto her earlobe and played with her 
earring with her tongue, all the while thrusting into her thigh. 

He let go of her wrists suddenly but gave her a stern look that said quite plainly ‘Stay where you are: She 
obeyed silently and Duff got up removing his socks and shoes. He then popped the button of his jeans and slid 
them down his long legs. He stepped out of the puddle of fabric around his ankles and grinned. 


He climbed back onto the bed and saw Risse's long, pale body stretched out below him, taut as a bowstring. 
Her breathing was shallow and her skin prickled. Duff ran his hands over her breasts and she moaned running 


her fingers through Duffs hair. 
"Put your hands back," Duff said his voice icy. 


Risse obeyed meekly and Duff made quick work of her bra. He threw it off the side of the bed yea it fell into 
the mounting pile of discarded clothes. He felt the weight of her breasts in his palms. He kissed a trail down 


her stomach and latched onto one of her hipbones and sucked that one spot, determined to leave a mark. 


He raked his nails down her sides and his nails caught the sides of her underwear. She brought her hips up 
allowing him to pull them off. He grinned and flicked his tongue out between his lips and thought, ‘Well this isn't 
too bad. t's been a while but it's not so bad! He licked the crease where her thigh met her pussy. She whined 
softly but that whine quickly turned into deep-throated moans as he began to eat her out. 


As Duff felt her about to cum he removed his mouth. She pouted her pretty pink lips and Duff slapped one of 
her thighs and said playfully, "Turn over babe." 


She complied while Duff grabbed a condom off the bedside table. He removed his boxers and his erection hit 
his stomach with a satisfying smack He slipped the condom on and shifted to accommodate Risse's position He 
wrapped one hand around her hip and pulled her back towards him. He eased himself inside of her and she 
squeaked quietly through clenched teeth. She was tight, tighter than any groupie he had ever been with. This 


forced him to ask, "How many times have you done this before?" 
‘Only twice." 


Duff merely grunted as he let himself be enveloped by her warmth. His head fell back as he thrust into her 


harder and faster. His thighs bit into her and she made loud moaning sounds. Discombobulated words rose in 


her throat and forced their way past her clenched teeth. 
"Unh, fuck. Oh, god. Duff! Hnh." 


Duff grinned as he dug the nails of one his hands into the soft flesh beneath her hipbone. He took his other 
hand, raised it high, and brought it down across her backside. She jerked and shuddered wildly beneath him. He 
twined his fingers into her hair and pulled her head back. 


He willed himself to believe that the soft curls between his fingers were not blonde, but black and he slammed 
into her with reckless abandon His head lolled onto one shoulder and all he could hear were her screams and 


the loud thumping sound the bed made against the wall. 


Duff's eyes and he made a sound somewhere between a scream and a growl as he came. He slumped forward 
and rested his head against her shoulder. His breath was heavy and as he felt himself become devoid of 
energy he rolled off of her. He pulled her towards him as he felt the warm weight of sleep overtake him. 


He woke, Risse curled against him and sunlight streaming through the curtains. ‘That wasn't so bad’, he 
thought mildly. He grinned to himself, Slash should have definitely heard that. And he was right. 
* 


In the next room Slash sat, beer in hand, eyes red from crying, his shoulders hunched. ‘He's mine, Slash 
thought sadly ‘He told me | would be the only one: And Slash blamed himself. 

* 

Duff lay there with Risse for quite some time until she woke. When her sharp eyes opened she smiled and said 
in a calm, knowing voice "Baby... I'm not the one you want to be with right now. He's in the next room." Duff 
opened his mouth quickly but she cut him off "Don't ask me how | know... just call it women's intuition" She 
hugged him and nuzzled her face into his neck She whispered, "He wants you Duff." 


With that, she got up, got dressed, pecked Duff on the cheek and as she was about to close the door, said 
softly "He's waiting for you." She inclined her head at the opposing wall before closing the door behind her. 
Looking to all the world like just another groupie. 

Duff stood there shocked for a moment before walking over to Slash's room and letting himself in. Slash sat on 
the floor, his back against the bed, one hand wrapped around a bottle the other in his hair. He looked up at 
Duff, his eyes full of hurt. Duff could only smile back sympathetically and say, 

"Hey." 


Slash returned the small smile, his eyes still watering from his previous grief. 


"Hey..." 


